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All Mine 


Dave howled as the cane caught the back of his thighs. Red hot pain flared through his body and he loathed to 


think what his ass and legs would look like come morning. 


Naked and kneeling on the bedroom floor, Dave could see his bound and pained expression in one of the mirrors 
that was dotted around the large room. His arms were bound in the small of his back and, unsurprisingly, his 


dick was so hard it could probably drill through the wall. 


Another stroke caught him square across the ass and his body tightened once more. His wrists pulled at the 
ropes that were wound around his now-portly body and his voice climbed to that octave that he'd always 
wanted. 


"Fucking shit, Taylor! We're fucking flying out tomorrow. Do you want me to even sit on that fucking plane?" 


A hand, strengthened with years of drumming, wound into his dark hair and yanked. His neck strained and his 
throat felt raw as he stared up into the hazel of eyes of his drummer. The younger man, still wiry and 
slender despite their advancing age, glowered down at him. His lips were peeled back to show off perfectly 
veneered teeth and the knuckles of his other hand were white as they gripped the cane. 


"I knew | should have gagged you. All you do is yak, yak, yak" 


His head was thrown forward as Taylor pushed him away and Dave briefly thought about reminding the 
drummer that they were going on tour the following day and him being injured didn't look good. But who was he 
to complain? He fucking loved everything that was being done to him. The ropes. The lack of control. The raw 
beating that he was taking. The lingering threat of being lashed to the bed. 


The mostly-white bedroom was brightly lit and the curtains were pulled back giving a sense that someone 
could be watching even though their closest neighbour was several hundred metres away and hidden behind 


rows of thick trees and hedges. 


Their four poster bed, made from dark oak, stood against one wall. Ropes already hung from each corner, 
ready and waiting for their victim. Dave hoped that it would be soon. He was ready to explode and he'd be in a 
whole world of trouble if he did so without Taylor getting his kicks first. 


The cane tore against the crease between his ass and his legs and Dave found himself struggling to stay 
upright. The pain was blistering and he was sure that he could feel blood bubbling against his skin. He grunted 
against his teeth, determined to stay quiet lest Taylor decide that shoving a rubber ball in his mouth was a 
good idea. 


Silence fell over them and the only sound that Dave could hear was the pounding of his heart in his skull. His 
head swam and he flexed his fingers against the soft rope. Eventually the tip of the cane alighted on his spine 
and slowly made its way upwards. His flesh puckered beneath the all-too gentle touch and Dave allowed himself 


to whine. 
"More?" Taylor purred in his ear. 


Dave wanted to shake his head. He wanted to be hauled to the bed, tied down, and ridden like a rodeo horse. 
But he the answer that Taylor expected. And Dave knew exactly what he wanted. 


With a little nod of his head, Dave quietly replied, "Do your fuckin’ worst” 


For the next twenty minutes, Taylor laid into him with everything that he had. The flogger licked at Dave's 
back while the paddle complimented the blistering pain on his reddened ass. It took all of Dave's self control not 
to explode over their thick, cream-coloured carpet. If he had, his punishment would have been far, far worse. 
And that would have been before Taylor had made him clean up his mess. 


In the end, there was little more that Dave could do other than sit on his heels and breathe. Just breathe. He 
was a born pleaser and doing what he did for Taylor came as naturally as, well, breathing. It took him a while 


to gather himself but he eventually lifted his head enough to speak. 


"Ready?" he quietly asked. 


The room around him was darkening as the sunlight died. Warm uplighters were dotted around the room, 
including one at the head of the bed. Dave craved to be there, to be tied down, to be experiencing the divine 


pleasure of having someone on his cock. 


But he was Taylor's plaything. He didn't care. This was him. This was his calling in life. To perform, to please, to 
bring the highest pleasure possible to any man. Dave was a unicorn in the world of sex, a submissive top who 
enjoyed taking the pain and doing as he was told before his cock was finally used to satisfy someone else's 


needs. 
And, as fingers hooked into the rope between his wrists, Dave suspected that satisfaction was about to begin. 


He allowed himself to be hauled to his feet and across to the bed Pain roared through his body as he was 
tossed ass down onto the bed. He groaned and rolled onto his stomach so that Taylor could undo the ropes 
that bound him. Once they were gone Dave resumed his prior position, wincing as the pain from his beaten ass 
and back continued to roll through him. 


But he loved the pain. And he knew that, come morning, he'd love waking up with the ache. A delicious ache 
that would linger for several days as a reminder of what they'd done before their plane left LAX. 


Ropes were tied around his wrists and ankles, Dave groaning as they were pulled tight. His muscles stretched 
and he could almost hear his bones creaking. Taylor didn't want him to move. Didn't want him to flinch or 


wince. Just wanted him to lie there and be the living, breathing sex doll that he was. 


And Dave lapped up every delicious moment of it. His cock was hard against his stomach and pre-come was 
pooling on his skin. He watched through half-closed eyes as Taylor moved around the room, shedding clothes 
and easing the lubed up plug from his ass. His drummer's body was as wiry and as hard as it had always been. 
Perfect for fucking straight into the mattress. Dave had always loved him. Always adored him. He'd known 
from the very first moment that they'd spend forever together. 


What he hadn't known was just how demanding Taylor could be. In the early days it had been sex several times 
a day, something that Dave hadn't complained about. As they'd aged, they'd discovered their sexual 
preferences. Taylor enjoyed handing out pain, and Dave enjoyed taking it. Didn't matter where they were, he 
was always happy to lose his clothes and offer up his ass for a beating. 


The bed dipped beside his hips and Dave let out a low groan of anticipation. His eyes closed and he held his 
breath as he waited for the other man to settle in his lap and go to town 


Warm breath tickled his cheeks and lips whispered behind his ear. Every moment was torture for Dave. The 


best kind of torture, but torture all the same. 


"You know you deserve this, right?" Taylor's teeth nipped at his ear. 


Dave nodded. "I know." 


"Because you can't control yourself, can you, Dave? All you do is open that mouth and words fall out. And then 
you don't make good on those words and people get upset.” 


Screwing his eyes closed, Dave nodded. Speaking his mind was a fault of his. A million bright ideas burned 
through his brain and all of them, at some point, made their way out of his mouth and into the world, 


"And in return you have to be punished." 

He nodded again, enjoying the game that they were playing. Taylor used the same threats every time. Or he'd 
wait until Dave fucked up on stage. Or watch until Dave started getting anxious. Whenever anything happened, 
he'd take Dave to their room, strip him naked, tie him up and beat him until Dave was all but begging for that 
sweet orgasmic release. And now he was right on the cusp. 

Long, toned legs swung over his hips and his cock slid easily into the younger man's ass. Dave felt his body 
relax, the tension draining away to nothing as Taylor began to rise and fall. There was nothing Dave could do 
other than lie there and allow the other man to take what he wanted. And, knowing Taylor, they would be here 
all night. It would be one orgasm after another as the drummer kept going. 

His toes curled into the crisp white sheets and his hands clenched into fists. He desperately wanted to grab at 
Taylor, wanted to push him down onto his cock. Instead, the younger man teased him, taking only the head and 
clenching his muscles around it. Dave whined and tried to lift his hips, only to receive a stinging slap against his 
flank. 


"Lie fucking still, Grohl, and take it. You'll come when | want you to come." 


Dave groaned and buried his head back against the plump pillows. His head swam and he could feel his chest 
tightening. 


"Please," he murmured. "Please." 

Taylor stilled and those pearly white teeth tugged at his earlobe. "Please, whaf" 

Dave fought against the lump that was in his throat and the tears that were prickling his eyes. Always the 
same. Always Taylor pushing as hard as he could And Dave always took it because he adored the moments 
when they were alone and, more importantly, together. 

"Please, sir," he softly replied. 


Taylor tugged at his ear, his teeth snapping at the supple flesh. "Good." 


Stars burst behind Dave's eyes as Taylor slammed himself down onto his waiting cock. A howl tore from his 


lungs and he yanked at his bound limbs. 
"Fuck. Fuck, Taylor. Fuck" 
"You want it?" 


Dave hissed and tried to shift as Taylor rode him. His fingernails scratched at his own palms and his neck was 
painfully arched. "Yes. Fuck, yes! | want it. Give it to me! Give it to me good!" 


Taylor, thankfully, listened and finally gave Dave what he'd been craving. He went hard and fast and his voice 
joined Dave's with guttural cries. Hands raked at his chest and stomach and Dave held out as long as he could. 
The knot was building in his groin, tightening and growing with every passing second. 


"Not gonna last. Taylor. Not gonna last.” 


There was another slap to his flank, the sound ricocheting around the room like a bullet. "You'll wait. You're 


mine, Grohl. All mine." 


He screamed. There was nothing else for him to do. The pleasure was pent up and needed to go somewhere. He 
couldn't look at Taylor. Couldn't open his eyes to see what the other man was doing. All he could do was lie 


back and hope for the best. 


Warm liquid splattered against his stomach and Dave felt the younger man begin to relax. There was a pause, 
a moment of silence and reflection as Taylor rode out his orgasm. Dave took a breath and tried to control 
himself. Keeping his eyes closed, he wriggled his hips and pressed himself a little deeper. When lips pressed 
against his own his own orgasm tore through him. His scream was captured in a kiss and his mind was filled 


with the most beautiful galaxy of stars. 


A gift. Every one of those moments was a gift that he would cherish forever. And they had the rest of the 


right to give one another several more of them. 


